KABLOONA
Another thing: he looked exactly like portraits of Louis XIII;
and not only did I sketch him, but fearing that my drawing
might be the fruit of my imagination, I photographed him; and
it was Louis XIII to the life who stared at me from the negative.
A narrow strip of beard that looked half natural and half make-
up, ran down his chin, and he was either all curtsies and scrap-
ings, bowing forward with rounded back to leer at you while his
hands went dismayingly over your person and he murmured over
the beauty of your clothes, or he would straighten up abruptly,
stick out his chest, and posture stiffly as if posing for his portrait.
In the South Seas I had come upon a cannibal who was the
spit and image of Robespierre.  Here, at the other end of the
earth, I saw before me a rakish Louis XIII who fumbled
disgustingly with your clothes, paid you a thousand compli-
ments accompanied by a thousand bows, and then let you
know without a change of voice or visage that a little tin of
solidified alcohol for his Primus stove was exactly what he
needed. Each broadside of compliments was so much artillery
preparation before the real attack, which spoke of three planks
for his sled, a plug of tobacco, another mug of tea.   The
Kabloona seems not to be ripe? Let us try again.  cHow warm
your house is, how solidly built this bench!3   He aimed at
random in every direction, and soon he ceased to take pains
with his discourse of seduction.   The window was na-mak-to,
was very fine; everything became na-mak-to, as if the word
must make wonderful music in the white man's ear.
And then he would sit stiffly down, motionless in a sort of
comical dignity, while he watched you out of the corner of his
eye. But his hands never ceased from fluttering, and even in the
air they did not draw forms, they caressed them. His eyelids fell
into folds when he shut his eyes, and there was something about
them both pink and obscene? From where I sat, his eyes
appeared to me like the eyes in a primitive drawing—one
staring straight ahead and the other seen only in part, as in a
face drawn in profile. It was absurd, grotesque: the crow's feet
at the eyes, the sly little goafs beard, the hands fluttering at the
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